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# ARKADI GAIDAR # 
A TALE ABOUT A WAR SECRET, 
ABOUT THE BOY NIPPER-PIPPER. 
AND HIS WORD OF HONOUR 


In olden times, when the cavalry was 
on the march a rider was sent ahead of the force. 
and he was called a Gaidar. In literature this rider 
vas 
Arkady Petrov ich Golikow 
who chose the eloquent pen-name Gaidar. 

He lived a difficult. too short, but happy life. 
In 1919. a boy of fifteen as we see him on this 
picture. 

Arkady Gaidar enlisted in the Red Army 
and till the end, till his last breath remained 
a fighter. first armed with a rifle and then with his 
inspired pen. 
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“Tell us a story, Natka!” pleaded a little blue-eyed girl and 
smiled somewhat guiltily. 

“A story?” mused Natka. “I hardly know any stories. Or 
rather ... I’ll tell you Alec’s story. May I?” she asked the alerted 
Alec. 

“Yes, you may,” agreed Alec, proudly looking round at the 
silently waiting children. 

“Pll tell you Alec’s story in my own words. But if I forget 
something or don’t tell it right, then he must correct me. Well 
now, listen!” 


In that faraway time, when the thunder of the war had just 
stopped roaring over our land, there lived a little boy called 
Nipper-Pipper. 

At that time the Red Army had driven out the cursed White 
Guards of the rich bourgeois, and things had quietened down over 
those wide fields and green meadows, where the rye grew, vhere 
the buckwheat blossomed, and where among the dense orchards, 
of cherry trees stood the little house in which Nipper, nicknamed” 
Pipper, lived with his father and his elder brother. They had ‘n& 
mother. 

Father was working mowing the hay. Big brother was working 
too, carting the hay. Nipper was also working — helping first 
father, and then his brother, or simply jumping and romping 
around with the other boys. 
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Whoopee! Whoopee! Jolly fine! There were no bullets 
whistling, no shells screeching, and no villages burning. There 
was no need to lie on the floor to avoid the bullets, no need to hide 
in the cellar from the shells, and no need to run away into the 
forest from the burning houses. There was nothing at all to fear 

. from the bourgeoois. There was nobody you had to bow to, and 

. lick their boots. Just live and work —and life was fine! 

_ Once, towards evening, Nipper-Pipper went out on the porch. 
He looked around — the sky was clear, the wind was warm, and 
the sun was going down for the night behind the Black 
Mountains. Everything seemed to be just so, but somehow 
something wasn’t just so. Nipper listened, and it seemed as 
though something was rumbling here, and Something was 
crashing there. It seemed to Nipper that the breeze smelt not of 
blossom from the orchards nor of honey from the meadows, but 
of the smoke of burning homes, and of gunpowder and 
explosions. He told his father, but his father was tired after work. 

“What's up with you?” he said to Nipper. “That’s thunder 
rumbling beyond the Black Mountains. That’s the Shepherds’ 
campfires smoking beyond the Blue River. They are pasturing 
their flocks, and are making their supper. Go inside now, Nipper, 
and sleep quietly.” 

Nipper went in. He lay down to Sleep. But he just could not fall 
asleep, he just could not doze | 


off. 
Suddenly he heard hoofbeats in the street, and then a tap on the 
window. Nipper-Pipper glanced up, and there he saw a rider 


sitting on his horse outside the window. His horse was black, his 
sabre was silver, his high astrakhan hat was grey, and the star on 
it was red. 

_g@ Hey there, wake up!” cried the rider. 
where we didn’t expect it. The cursed bo 
‘us from behind the Black Mountains. Again the bullets are flying, 
and the shells are screeching. Our detachments are fighting with 
the bourgeoois, and messengers are galloping out to call the distant 
Red Army to help.” 

Those were the alarming words the red-starred rider said 
before he galloped off. Then Nipper’s father went up to the wall, 


“Misfortune has struck 
urgeoois have attacked 
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took down his rifle, threw his rucksack over his back, and hung a 
belt of cartridges over his shoulder. 

“Well then,” said he to his elder son, “I have sown the rye 

thickly — you’ll have plenty to reap when the time comes.” And 
to Nipper he said, “Well then, I have lived my life very hard and it 
doesn’t seem IJ shall ever know peaceful life— you will live 
peacefully for me.” 
_ So said he, and kissed Nipper hard, and off he went. He didn’t 
have time to linger over his farewells, because now everyone 
could see and hear how explosions were roaring beyond the 
meadows and how beyond the Black Mountains the sky was 
aglow with the smoky flames of burning homes. 


“Am I telling it right, Alec?” asked Natka, glancing at the 
quiet children. 
“Right — quite right,” Alec answered softly, and laid his hand 
on her sun-tanned shoulder. “Well, this is how it goes on....” 


One day passed by, and then another. Nipper kept going out 
onto the porch. No, he couldn’t see any signs of the Red Army. 
He climbed Up onto the roof of the house. For a whole day he 
didn’t come down, No, there was nothing to see. Towards night 
he came down and went to bed. Suddenly he heard hoofbeats in 
the street, and a tap on the window. Nipper glanced up, and there 
was the Same rider. Only his horse was skinny and exhausted, 
only his sabre was bent and dull, only his high astrakhan hat had 
bullet-holes through it, only the star was split in two, and his head 
was bandaged. 


“Hey there, wake up!” cried the rider. ““That was only half a 
misfortune, but now there is complete misfortune upon us. There 
are many of the bourgeoois, and only a few of us. In the 
battlefield swarms of bullets are flying, on our detachments 
thousands of shells are raining. Hey there, get up and give us 
some help!” 

Then the elder brother got up and said to Nipper: 

“Goodbye, Nipper.... Now you will be on your own. The soup 


is in the saucepan, the loaf is on the table the water is in the well, 
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and your head is on your shoulders.... Live as best you can, and 
don’t expect me back.” 

A whole day passed, and then another. Nipper sat up on the 
roof near the chimney, and then he saw an unknown rider 
galloping towards him from afar. 

At last the rider galloped up to him, jumped off his horse and 
Said: 

“My fine little Nipper, give me a drink of water. For three days 
I haven’t drunk, and for three nights I haven’t slept, and I’ve 
driven three horses to death. The Red Army has heard of our 
trouble. All the trumpeters are blowing the alarm on their 
trumpets, all the drummers are drumming on their loudest drums, 
and all the banner-bearers have unfurled their war banners. The 
Red Army is galloping like a whirlwind to our help. We have only 
got to hold out till tomorrow night.” 

Nipper slid down off the roof, and brought the rider a jug of 
water to drink. He drank his fill, then galloped off ahead. 

Now the evening came on, and Nipper lay down to sleep. But 
he could not sleep a wink, he could not doze off —well, who 
could, things being like that. | 

Suddenly he heard footsteps‘in the street, and a rustling noise 
at the window. Nipper glanced up and saw the same man standing 
there. He was the Same, but he was different. He had lost his 
horse, his sabre was broken in two, his hat had flown off, and he 
himself could scarcely stand on his trembling legs. 

“Hey there, wake up!’ he called for the last time. “We have 
Shells, but the gunners have all been killed. We have rifles, but 
our soldiers are few. Help is near, but we have no strength left! 
We only have to hold out through the night and one day more. 
Hey there, get up all who are left!” 
~ Nipper looked along the street, but it was empty.There was no 
flapping of the shutters, there was no creaking of gates — there 
was nobody to get up. The fathers had gone, the big brothers had 
gone — and nobody remained. 

Nipper saw only one old man go out of the gate, and he was a 
hundred years of age. He wanted to pick up a rifle, but he was so 
old that he couldn’t. He wanted to buckle on a sabre, but he was 
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so weak, that he couldn’t. Then that old grandad sat down on the 
earth bank by the wall of his hut and started to weep. 


“Am I telling it right, Alec?” asked Natka, so as to get her 
breath back, and looked around. 

' Now not only the smaller children were listening to Alec’s 
story. 

Who knows when the whole of Yoska’s group of Young 
Pioneers had quietly crept up? And even the Bashkir girl, Emine, 
who scarcely understood Russian, was sitting there lost in 
thought and looking very serious. Even mischievous Vladik, who 
lay a little way off pretending that he was not listening, was really 
listening all the time because he lay quiet and didn’t chatter with 
anybody and didn’t start any of his tricks. 

“Right, Natka, just right.... Even better still!’ answered. Alec, 
moving a little. closer to her. 

“Well, this is how it goes on....” 


The old grandad sat on the earth bank, bowed his head and 
Started to weep. 


Nipper then felt very unhappy. He dashed out into the street 
and shouted at the top of his voice: 

“Hey there, you boys, and you nippers! Are we lads only going 

to play with Sticks, and ride rocking-horses? Our fathers have 
gone and our big brothers have gone. Are we boys going to sit and 
walt, until the bourgeoois come and carry us off to their cursed 
bourgeooi-land?” 
_ AS soon as the boys heard these words they all began to shout 
In excited voices. Some came running from their doors, some 
came climbing out through the windows, others came jumping 
Over the fences. 

-They all wanted to go and help. Only one, little Baddun, 
wanted to join the bourgeoois. But he was so cunning, that 
Baddun lad that he didn’t tell anyone a word about it, but pulled 
on his trousers and dashed off along with the others, as if he were 
going to help too. 

The little boys fought all through the dark night, until the bright 
dawn came. Only Baddun didn’t fight, but wandered around 
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looking to see how he could help the bourgeoois. Then he noticed 
that behind the hill there lay a huge pile of boxes, and in these 
boxes were black bombs, silvery shells, and yellow cartridges. 

“Aha,” thought Baddun, “that’s just what I’ve been looking 
“for!” 

“* Meanwhile, the Big Bourgeooi was asking all his bourgeooi 
band: 

“Well then, my bourgeooi band, have you won the victory 
yet?” | 
“No, Big Bourgeooi,” said his men, “‘we beat the fathers, and 

we beat the big brothers, and we should have won the victory 
entirely, but Nipper-Pipper came to their aid, and we can’t get 
the better of him anyhow.” 

The big Bourgeooi was very surprised and very angry, and he 
shouted in a terrible voice: 

“How can it be that you haven’t got the better of that 
Nipper-Pipper? Ah, you good-for-nothing bunch of booby 
bourgeoois! How is it that you can’t beat such a little one? Off 
you gallop at once, and don’t you dare come back without 
victory!” 

So the bourgeooi band sat there and thought how they could 
do it. Suddenly they saw little Baddun come crawling out from 
behind the bushes, straight towards them. 

“Cheer up,” he cried, “I’ve got good news. I, Baddun, have 
done it all. | chopped up some firewood, I gathered some hay, 
and I set fire to all the boxes with the black bombs, and the 
silvery Shells, and the yellow cartridges. They will all soon go off 
now!” 

a: Then the bourgeoois were very glad, and they enlisted little 
‘Baddun in their bourgeooi band, and gave him a whole barrel of 
jam, and on top of that a whole basket of biscuits. — 

_ Little Baddun sat down and munched away, enjoying himself 
immensely. 

Suddenly the burning boxes exploded! They thundered off, as 
if a thousand storms had broken out in one place, and they blazed 
as if a thousand streaks of lightning flashed together. 

“Treachery!” yelled Nipper-Pipper. 
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~ Lreachery!” yelled all his faithful little friends. But then, from 
behind the smoke and the flames, the bourgeoois attacked, and 
they surrounded and captured Nipper-Pipper. 

They chained him up in heavy chains. They put him down in a 
deep stone dungeon. Then they galloped off to ask the Big 
Bourgeooi what to do with the captive Nipper-Pipper. 

The Big Bourgeooi thought awhile, and then he thought a little 
while longer and said: 

“We must kill that Nipper-Pipper. But first we must make him 
tell us the whole War Secret. Away with you, my bourgeooi band, 
and question him thus: . 

“Why is it, Nipper, that Forty Tsars and Forty Kings fought 
against the Red Army, and only fought themselves to pieces? 

““Why is it, Nipper, that though our prisons are full, and our 
convict colonies are chock-a-block, and all our policemen are on 
the streets, and all our soldiers are on their feet, yet we have no 
peace, neither in broad daylight, nor in the dead of night? . 

“Why is it, Nipper, cursed Pipper, that first in my Bourgeooi 
Highlands, and second in the Royal Lowlands, and third in the 
Arctic Tsardom, and fourth in the Tropical Kingdom, on that 
very same day in early spring, and on that very same day in late 
autumn, in this tongue and in that tongue, the very same songs 
they sing, and in these hands or in those hands the very same 
banners they bring, and with the very same speeches they all ring, 
and they all think the very same thing, and the same sturdy blows 
they all Swing?’ 

“You must ask him, my bourgeooi band: 

“Tell us, you Nipper, have not the Red Army got a great War 
Secret?’ 

“And you must make him tell you that secret. 

"Do not your workers get help from abroad? 

“And you must make him tell you where they get it from. 

~ Tell us, you Nipper, have you not got a secret passage from 
your land to all other lands, through which when you shout our 
people answer, when you sing our people join in, when you say 
something our people start thinking about it?” 

And you must make him tell you where it Is.... 
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Off went the bourgeooi band, and very soon they returned: 

“No,” they said to Big Bourgeooi, ‘“Nipper-Pipper will not tell 
us the great War Secret. And he laughed in our faces. 

“Yes,” he said, ‘the Red Army have that great War Secret and 
no matter when you attack, you will never gain the victory.’ 
“Yes,” he said, ‘we have a countless number of helpers, and no 
matter how many you put in prison, nor how many you cast into 
the convict colonies, all the same, you will never get rid of us, and 
you will have no peace, neither in broad daylight, nor at the dead 
of night.’ 

“Yes,” said he, ‘we have deep and secret passages, but no 
matter how hard you look, all the same you will never find them. 
Even if you did, you could never lock them up, you could never 
block them up, and you could never stop them up. More than 
that, you bourgeoois, I will tell you no more myself, and by 
yourselves, cursed ones, you will never guess, not even in a 
thousand years.’” 

Then the Big Bourgeooi frowned and said: 

“My bourgeooi band, put that stubborn Nipper-Pipper to the 
most Terrible Torture, the worst in the whole wide world, and 
wring out of him the great War Secret, because without that we 
Shall have no peace nor quiet in our lives.” 


Off went the bourgeooi band, and this time they did not return 
very soon. 

They went in, and they shook their heads: 

No, Big Bourgeooi,” they said, “that Nipper stood there all 
pale, but proud, and he would not tell us the great War Secret, 
because he had given his word of honour, and kept it. As we were 
s0ing away, he dropped down onto the floor, laid his ear to the 
heavy, cold flagstone of his cell, and, believe it or not, 0 8 

ourgeooi, he smiled such a strange smile, that we all tremble ; 
anid all our bourgeooi band was scared, thinking that he had hear 
through their secret passage how our inescapable destruction was 
drawing near.” 4 

“That was not through the secret passage — that was the Re 


Army galloping to the rescue!” screamed Karasikov, unable to 
restrain his delight. 


ka kk kh ak [6 ka kek kkk 


He waved the imaginary sword in his hand so warrior-like, that 
the same girl who not long before, hopping on one leg, had 
fearlessly teased him, calling him Nasty-Karasty, glanced at him 
apprehensively, and moved away a little, just in case. 

-» Here Natka broke off the story, because the gong echoed for 
dinner. 
- “Finish the story,” said Alec firmly, looking at her crossly. 

_. Finish the story,” said Yoska sternly, going all red in the face. 
“And after that we shall get ready double-quick.” 

_ Natka looked round. Not one of the Young Pioneers had risen. 
She saw many, many youngsters’ heads, fair-haired, dark-haired, 
chestnut-haired and golden-haired. From everywhere their eyes 
Were fixed on her — big brown ones, like Alec’s, bright blue ones, 
like the little lassie’s who had asked for the story, narrow black 
Ones, like Emine’s and many others, usually merry and 
mischievous, but now solemn and Serious. 

“Very well, children, I’ll finish it.” 


“...And all our bourgeooi band was scared, thinking that he had 
heard through their secret passage how our inescapable destruc- 
tion was drawing near.” 

“What kind of a land is this?” exclaimed the amazed Big 
Bourgecoi. “What kind of an in-com-pre-hen-si-ble land is this, in 
Which the little ones know the great War Secret, and so firmly 

ep their word of honour? Hurry then, my bourgeooi band, and 
kill that proud Nipper. Load the cannons, unsheathe your sabres, 
Unfurl the bourgeooi banners, because I hear our trumpeters 
Sounding the alarm, and I see our signalmen waving their flags. 
Obviously, today it will be no light brush with the enemy, but a 
difficult and dangerous Battle.” 
. _So perished Nipper-Pipper.... 


As Natka Pronounced these unexpected words, Karasikov’s 
face became suddenly sad and lost, and he no longer waved his 
(Maginary sword. The blue-eyed lassie frowned, and Yoska’s 
[freckled face became cross, as if someone had just offended or 
cheated him. The children fidgeted, and began to whisper. Only 
Alec, who already knew the Story, remained unmoved. 
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“But children, do you know what a hurricane is like?” asked 
Natka, speaking loudly, and looking round the young ones as they 
quietened down. “Well, it was just like that, like the thunder, the 
war Cannons roared. Just like that, like the lightning the flames of 
the explosions flashed. Just like that, like the wind, our cavalry 
Swept through, and just like that, like the clouds, rolled our red 
banners. That was how our Red Army attacked. 

“But children, do you know what a rain-storm is like on a dry 
summer? Well, just like that, just like torrents rushing from the 
dusty mountains, flowed the boisterous, foaming streams of 
people, and just like that at the first thunder of war seethed and 
boiled up the rebellion, and thousands of angry voices arose in 
the Bourgeooi Highlands, and re-echoed through the Royal 
Lowlands, through the Arctic Tsardom, and through the Tropical 
Kingdom. 

“In terror the defeated Big Bourgeooi retreated, and loudly 
Cursed that land with its wonderful people, with its unconquera- 
ble Red Army, and with its unguessed War Secret. 

“And Nipper-Pipper they buried on a green mound by the Blue 

"ver, and raised over his grave a great red flag. 


The steamers sail by — greetings to Nipper! 
The planes cross the sky — greetings to Nipper! 
The trains whistle past — greetings to Nipper! 
Pioneers stand fast — saluting their Nipper! 


“And there, children, you have the whole story.” 
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